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completely without scathe. Milton's glory of language
is counterpoised by Doughty's intensity of realization.
When Adam tells the story of the Fall, and says simply:
'Then God was weary of us5, the effect is overpowering:
one feels that in those six words is somehow crammed
a vision of the whole of human destiny. And Doughty
can meet Milton at the very pinnacle of his own per-
fection: he dares to rewrite Eve's encounter with her
own mirrored image. Here is the Milton:

I thither went

With unexperienced thought, and laid me down
On the green bank, to look into the clear
Smooth lake, that to me seemed another sky.
As I bent down to look, just opposite
A shape within the wat'ry gleam appeared,
Bending to look upon me* I started back;
It started back: but pleased I soon returned;
Pleased it return'd as soon with answering looks
Of sympathy and love; there had I fix'd
Mine eyes till now, and pined with vain desire
Had not a voice thus warned me. What thou seest,
What there thou seest, fair Creature, is thyself.

All the resources of Milton's art are in motion there.
What can Doughty do against it? This is what he does:

Therein I saw then, like an heavenly vision,
Some Being more even than art thou O Adamu fair!
The appearance of an Angel, that I knew not:
Which, whilst I looked, seemed woman.  I outstretched
Mine hand: she likewise hand put forth toward mine.

Down, at the water's brink, to view more near
This thing, I kneeled: she kneeled! I gazed upon her
I laughed, I spake: she laughed then, but not spake.
And in her other hand were fruits as these.
And flowers like to mine. Surprised mine heart,